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Restful 


Griffith Park towered over central Los Angeles. It was home to the observatory and the Hollywood sign. It was 
also a wilderness in the heart of the city, a place to get away from it all. To sit and think and breath in some 


mostly clean air. 


From his vantage point on the slope, David could see out over the city. In the distance, skyscrapers rose like 
black marks against the twilight sky. The evening sky was painted in hues of orange and yellow, all of it just 
visible beyond the smog and gathering clouds. Somewhere beneath him was his home, a shabby apartment just 
north of Hollywood Boulevard. He'd been there just a few short weeks and, much to his surprise and joy, was 
already finding himself falling in with the people he wanted to be with. Namely his ground floor floor neighbour, 


a volatile redhead who shared David's name. 


Leaning back on his elbows, David stared out at the sight before him. It was one he never thought he'd see. He 
was just a small town boy with stars in his eyes. He never thought he'd ever find himself living on the West 
Coast. Sure, there was still a lot of work to be done to get where he wanted to be but he was young and had 
the world at his feet. 


Slowly the sky began to grow darker, not just from the coming night but also from the rain clouds that were 


rolling in. The air began to cool and a shiver ran down David's spine. He was lying beneath a tree, the boughs 
stretched out above him. The leaves rustled in the slight breeze, tickling the waves of honey-blonde hair 
around his face, before all fell still and silent. Even the local wildlife seemed to have gone to ground as the 


threat of rain loomed. 


David was at peace. For so long he'd lived with the feeling that he needed to be somewhere. On his arrival in 

LA, that feeling had only grown, gnawing at his stomach and making him feel ill. He'd searched high and low for 
the one thing his mind and body were telling him he needed. From record shops to stores to seedy back alleys, 
David had looked to no avail. It had only been one morning that a thundering voice from below had been able to 


begin settling that feeling. 


Pushing his shoes off, David curled his toes into the course, still warm grass. All around him was the scent of 
the earthly scent of the park. He could feel himself relaxing, his worries evaporating with the onset of another 


night. 


The first drops of rain pattered against the leaves and another shiver ran down his spine. Pulling himself back 
up, David reached for the blanket he'd bought with him and hugged it around himself. There had always been 
something magical about the rain and it was a place where David found peace and solitude. It was a time for 
him to relax and refresh and plan his way through the world. 


The rain grew heavier and David curled up beneath the blanket. The view before him became began to fade 
behind a screen of white, the skyscrapers becoming little more than grey blurs. Fat, warm raindrops tickled his 
toes and David inadvertently curled them. He enjoyed the sensation of the rain on his skin, the water cleansing 
his soul. Closing his eyes, he leaned back against the tree's thick trunk and just listened. His mind became 
empty as he focused on the gentle patter of the rain 


David didn't stop the inevitable sleep that overcame him. Rainy days and nights had once been the norm. They'd 
been spent on the porch, either watching or sleeping through them. The California rain, as fleeting as it might 
be, was a welcome reminder of all he'd left behind. While his new life may have been beginning, his heart stil 
lived in Minnesota. 


